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Pretty Tied Up 


Author's Notes: 

This is a sequel to The Almost Ménage A Trois story | wrote a year and a half ago featuring Chad, Josh and 
Dave (Navarro) but it can be read on its own. | guess the intro of this fiction mainly makes more sense if 
you've read the first one-shot. 

Am not a specialist of BDSM or shibari but | hope my little research on the topic made this accurate enough. 


It had been a few weeks now since the night Dave had sneaked into Chad's hotel room. Josh was no longer 
upset about it and everything was fine between him and Chad but when he was not busy playing music, 
rehearsing or recording, the younger guitarist couldn't stop wondering how it was when Chad was with Dave. It 


was not jealousy, it was curiosity. 
Chad was usually easy to talk to but Josh wasn't sure what to ask and how to ask. 


That evening, Josh was lying in bed next to Chad, more than sated after the few rounds of sex they'd just 


had. Josh's couldn't contain his curiosity anymore. Chad was half asleep but Josh wouldn't be able to sleep 
before asking. 


| need to ask you something,” Josh said. "Rather, | want to ask you something.” 

Chad barely opened his eyes and just slightly turned his head towards Josh, waiting for the question. 

"Can | ask you something?," Josh rephrased for the third time. 

"Josh.. Just ask" 

"Okay. | was thinking about.. Dave." 

Chad's eyes opened wider and he cocked an eyebrow. 

"Dave who?" 

"Dave your ex." 

Chad perked up and rolled on his side, resting his head on his hand. 

"What? You were thinking about Dave while we were fucking?" 

"No, not during.. After. Like.. Now." 

"Josh... | told you three weeks ago. | don't care for Dave anymore," Chad said, 

‘Its not about that. | know. Its more about.. What you guys had, or did. Dave is kinky, right?" 

Chad was unsure where this conversation was going and he wasn't sure he wanted to know but Josh seemed 
wide awake and ready to talk and it was hard to escape - unless he'd get out of bed but he really didn't want 
to move. 

| guess you can call Dave kinky.. Whatever that means for you." 

Josh looked away. That was part of the problem. He wasn't sure what that meant for him or for Chad. 

"Is it what got you going? | mean, when you were with him." 

"At the time, | guess you could say | did enjoy his creative side in the bedroom,” Chad replied. 


"At the time only or..2" 


"Or what?" 

Josh sighed. 

"Are there things you did with him and.. You wanna do with me but you never said or asked?" 

Chad looked at Josh's blushing face. So Josh was wondering whether he was satisfied with him. What was he 
supposed to say? This was almost like when a woman asks you whether a dress makes her butt look big. Chad 
knew there was no right answer. If you say yes, you're an asshole. If you say no, she thinks you're lying. 
Alright, maybe it was not that hard to answer. Frankly, Chad had never compared Josh with Dave. To start 
with, they didn't seem to be member of the same species. They were polar opposites personality-wise, in bed 
or in general, and they didn't look alike. The only thing they had in common was that they both played guitar. 
Leaving this aside, Chad had also been with John for a few years after breaking up with Dave and before 
starting to date and sleep with Josh. That had probably served as a good transition and never made him 
compare them. 

"I's not a competition," he finally said. 

"I know but.. You can tell me about that. Things you like and that are.. Different.” 

"Different how?" 


"| don't know... I've never.. Thought about it. | don't know what you tried and what you enjoyed and.. | don't know 


what | would like or.. I've never experimented much before." 


"Josh... | don't want you to feel like you have to try anything to make me happy. l'm pretty happy just like 
this." 


"Just like this? Doesn't sound really good” 
"| didn't mean it this way." 


Josh rolled on his back and sighed while staring at the ceiling. Deep down, he knew Chad didn't mean anything 
bad but still... 


"Don't overthink it, Josh. I'm older and | know better. | drink less and do less crazy things now. l'm not nostalgic 


of my time with Dave. Sometimes it was just trying something for the sake of trying because.. When there's 


nothing else, fucking can be a bit repetitive and boring so we experimented and we didn't take it too seriously.’ 
Josh glanced at Chad. 


"Come here," Chad cooed. "You know how | feel about you...” 


"| know, and | feel the same. | guess that | want to show you | trust you." 
"I know you do." 


Josh scooted closer and curled up against Chad. He didn't want to argue. Perhaps he should talk to him about 
all that another time, when they were not in bed. Josh closed his eyes and mumbled an apology. 


‘It's okay, let's sleep now," Chad replied 


Two days later, Chad and Josh had gone for dinner and were back home to spend the rest of the evening 


cozily and watch a movie. 

Oh, before | forget," Chad started, "You're not doing anything special this coming week-end, are you?" 
"No. Why?" 

"Okay, good. Then keep it free." 

Josh turned on the tv and smiled. 

"Alright, but why?" 

"ve booked us for a week-end in a nice hotel.” 

"We're going for a week-end? Where?" 

Chad looked at Josh's curious and excited expression 

‘Its downtown. Actually, the week-end is not really about the location Its more about the activity." 
Josh shook his head. 

"| don't understand." 

Chad tried to keep a straight face and look casual about the whole thing. 

"Remember our conversation two nights ago? About Dave?" 


Josh blushed a little. 


"Huh... Yes." 


"Well, since you seemed so eager and you trust me.. | thought of something we could try and | arranged for it. 


This coming week-end." 


Color quickly drained from Josh's face and his eyes widened. The guitarist took the tv remote and pushed on 


‘pause’. 

"What have you planned?" 

‘I's a surprise.” 

Chad had a shit-eating grin on his face. 

"Why do we have to go to a hotel for that?" 

"What | arranged requires someone's assistance and that person doesn't go to people's house. Only hotels." 
"You hired someone? Like.. To be with us? For a threesome?" 

"No. Not at all. It's just going to be you and me. But this person will prepare you for something." 
Josh opened his mouth and then closed it right away. Finally, he started to speak again 

"Chad, |..." 

"You said you trusted me." 

"Yes, you Not anyone else. | don't know what you think I'd." 

"Stop it. You trust me or you don't. If you do... 


Josh didn't know what to say to that. He really did trust Chad but he had never thought that Chad would 


come up with anything that required someone else's involvement. 


"Chad, | know | said | wanted to try something different but we never talked about anything. Like what you and 


Dave did or what you want or what | would maybe do." 
"I think | know you, don't worry. It's gonna be fine.” 
Chad was way too calm about the whole thing. It was even more unnerving for Josh. 


"How do you know | will like it?," Josh asked. 


"We'll find out when we're there. It's called experimenting. That's part of the fun." 
Josh didn't like that answer. 

"So you're not sure | will like it?" 

"I think you will" 


Josh could see he was getting nowhere with Chad this way. Actually, the drummer was probably enjoying the 
situation way too much. The guitarist changed his strategy. 


‘Okay. Fine. As long as it's not involving pictures taking or video, I'm ok with it" 

Josh had no trust in the digital world he was living in and even if he never thought that Chad would disclose 
anything they did together, he was a bit paranoid that anything could anyway leak out to the public or his own 
family. 


"Okay, noted," Chad simply said. 


"And no other person. | don't want a threesome, | don't want someone to watch or whatever like that. I'm 


really serious there, Chad" 
"Its not a threesome. There won't be anyone else in the room." 


Chad took a sip of his beer. Josh grabbed the remote and resumed the movie only to put it on ‘pause’ again 


five seconds later. 
"And no blood or knife cutting or... Stuff like that. No torture." 


Chad turned around and looked at Josh who seemed to very seriously tell him that he didn't want to be 
tortured. 


"Josh, stop it. | would never hurt you." 

"No, of course, | know but.. | mean.. Since | don't know what you're planning..." 
"What do you think Dave and | were doing? Snuff movies?" 

Josh blushed and mentally cursed himself. 


“Alright, sorry." 


"Relax. It will be sexy and fun" 


“kay... 
Josh sat back on the couch and restarted the movie. He tried to focus on the tv screen and the movie they 
were supposed to watch. He didn't even remember the title of what they had just chosen on Netflix. His mind 
was currently too preoccupied with the countless possibilities of unusual sex-related things that Chad may 
have chosen to try with him. 

"And no animals involved," Josh added. 

This time, it was Chad who grabbed the remote and pushed on ‘pause’. 

"Damn it, Josh.. Are you done?" 


Josh crossed his arms against his chest and kept his gaze on the tv screen 


"| don't know. Maybe.. He was kinky, you said. l'm just trying to cover all the possibilities and what my no-no's 


are. 


"Yeah, like kinky cross-dressing, role playing or being handcuffed, not sexual predator and psycho kinky. Listen.. 
Maybe we shouldn't do this. You don't really want it. You just want to prove to me that you..." 


"No, I'll do it," Josh interrupted him. "I want to. Really." 


Chad shook his head and sighed before restarting the movie. Josh was stubborn. There was no way around 


that. 


A few days later 


"Your friend is ready, Mr. Smith." 


The middle-aged woman walked into the living room of the hotel penthouse suite that Chad had rented for the 
week-end. He didn't know how long he had been waiting but it seemed like an eternity. He had been trying all the 
seats in there - the big couch and the two plush armchairs, as well as the bar stools. At this point, he was 
simply standing and looking at the city view through the floor-to-ceiling windows while sipping on a glass of 
water - he had been told he should be sober. He was too excited and impatient to focus on anything or keep 
himself busy watching television 


"Thanks." 


The woman was dragging a small silver carry-on luggage behind her. He had paid her already for her services 
but Chad felt like giving her an extra tip. The woman smiled and accepted the money. She could see he was 
nervous. Most of her clients were. That was a good thing, as long as it was because of anticipation and not out 
of fear. She had declined customers because of the impression or vibes they were giving off. Clearly, these 
two were no problem. Chad had been very insistent on telling her he didn't want to hurt Josh and that she 
should stop and leave if Josh was not comfortable with what he had planned for him or if he changed his mind 
at the last minute. This was a play thing for his but also Josh's pleasure and not a punishment staging. 


Still, Chad was curious about how the preparation had gone with his boyfriend and lover. 
"Did he say anything?" 


"He asked me a few things. He was anxious, which is understandable, but he has been very patient and he's 
been a pleasure to work with. He hasn't seen himself. He's been blindfolded as per your request, and | left a 
pair of shears next to the bed." 


The drummer accompanied the woman to the door. Right before she left, she handed him a piece of paper 
with a disclaimer and guidelines about what to do or not and she reminded him about basic safety for Josh 
and for how long he could leave him like this. Chad remembered he had signed one of these earlier on too, 
when she had sent him her service contract and invoice. Once she was gone, the drummer took a deep breath 


and gulped down the rest of his water before heading for the bedroom. 
Josh's words echoed in his head. Things you lke and that are different.. 


Definitely, this was different. The year and a half that Chad had regularly hooked up with Dave made him 
discover many new things. Dave was kinky and borderline freaky at times, but his artistic personality had also 
interesting sides. Among the many things that Chad had experimented with Dave, one in particular had 
impressed on him. A special kind of bondage he had never heard of before. Dave had taken Chad to an erotic 
art exhibition and had introduced him to this woman who was into Japanese bondage. He had booked her 
services after seeing her art and asked her to tie him up and take pictures. Once the picture taking session 
had been over, he had asked her to leave him partially tied up, so Chad and him could have sex while he was 
still restrained. Chad still recalled vividly seeing Dave this way for the first time. They had had sex while Dave 
had his hand tied behind his back or to the bed frame but this had been a very different experience and Chad 
had truly enjoyed the beauty of the rope work she had done on Dave. 


So when Josh insisted on knowing what different things Chad might have experienced in the past and what he 
would have liked to try with him.. That's what he chose. 


Now he had no idea why he was so nervous because Josh should have been the nervous one. And he had been, 


the whole day, even the day before. Perhaps it had rubbed off on Chad. 


When the drummer put his hand on the bedroom door handle, he realized that he actually wasn't nervous. He 


was only overly eager to see what the woman had done and he was already pretty turned on just imagining it. 
She had shown him pictures of her more recent work when he had first contacted her. Chad had picked some 


images as inspiration to use on Josh but he had given her freedom to come up with her own final idea. 


Chad finally opened the bedroom door. He had taken off his shoes and was silently walking on the thick grey 


carpet. 


The sight of Josh on the bed caught him by surprise even if he knew that the young man was there waiting 
for him. And even if Chad hadn't made any sound by stepping into the room, the faint clicking of the door 


opening and closing had reached Josh's ears. 
"Chad?" 


At first Chad was too mesmerized to say anything. He just stood there and gawked at Josh who was sitting in 
the middle of the bed. Chad could mainly see his back and a little bit of his profile. Josh was naked and on his 
knees, his legs spread open in the front. Chad could see the side of his thigh and calf bound together on the 
left and it was surely the same tie and design on the other side. His arms were pulled back and tied close to 
each other across his back through a very elaborate pattern of rope knots that were going all the way from 


his neck and biceps to his forearms and wrists. 
"Chad? Is it you?" 
Josh's voice was a bit shaky. 


Chad had forgotten for a moment that Josh was blindfolded and couldn't see him through the reflection in the 


large mirror that was facing the bed. 

"Y-yeah. It's me. She's gone." 

Josh let out a small sigh of relief when he heard Chad's voice. He tried to move but he couldn't do much. He 
just moved his head and tilted it left and right to try to get rid of the tension that had built up in his neck 


and shoulder muscles. 


Chad was there watching him and he still hadn't said anything. Josh was wondering whether it meant it wasn't 


what Chad had wanted, or whether he didn't look as good as what Chad had expected. 
"So? What do you think?," Josh asked, his voice betraying his nervousness. 
The drummer swallowed thickly. 


‘It's... Its really impressive." 


Chad walked closer to the bed and admired his boyfriend's slender body and the way it was tied. 


"Shit, you look so hot like that. | mean, you look hot in general but... This.." 

Josh felt the mattress dip when Chad climbed on the bed and knelt behind him. The drummer's hands caressed 
Josh's shoulders and upper arms before reaching the first rings of ropes that were securing his arms behind 
his back. He felt the guitarist shudder under his touch. 

"You're okay?" 

"Y-yeah." 

"You're cold?" 

"No, I'm fine." 

Chad smirked at the thought that Josh's goosebumps were all because of him. 

"How does it feel?," Chad asked. "Not hurting?" 

"No, it's ok.. It's constraining but it doesn't hurt" 

"Constraining is the point. And it looks fucking good on you." 

Chad's hands moved away from Josh's shoulders and went to his neck. The drummer ran the tips of his 
fingers up and down Josh's nape and across the knots that were tied a little lower, in-between his shoulder 
blades. 

"Can | see? Can you take the blindfold off?" 

"| will.. But not right away." 

"Come on...” 

"Wait. It's part of the fun And | have one hour to play with you." 


"One hour?," Josh asked. 


"You're not supposed to be tied like this too long. If you don't feel fine or you get numb somewhere you have 
to tell me, okay?" 


Josh nodded. 


Chad's hands slid down Josh's sides and hips. He noticed the sheet was bundled up between his legs, covering 


his crotch. He let his hand travel there and pushed the sheet away, which made Josh shiver some more. 
| asked her to cover me while she was doing the tying up," Josh confessed a bit sheepishly. 
Chad smiled at his boyfriend self-consciousness. 


Eventually, he had had to explain to him the basics of what would happen but he had only done so a few hours 
before the woman showed up. He had told Josh she was a professional and an artist and she would come and 
tie him up in a certain way and then leave them to enjoy her ‘work’. Josh hadn't been too keen on the idea at 
first - mainly because it involved somebody else - but he had been a bit reassured when Chad had also told 


him that he had done this with Dave and seen her work before. 


The guitarist had felt a bit too aware of being naked in the presence of someone else but as she had started 
to tie him and touch him and done it in the most neutral way possible, he had relaxed a little bit. 


Josh had never thought that being restrained and tied this way would be such a turn on but the preparation 
leading to this, as if he was a precious gift wrapped up especially for Chad, had been arousing. The way Chad 
was touching him, with light strokes and caresses, almost reverently.. His doubts and fears had disappeared 
now that it was just the two of them. All this was unexpectedly but very definitely exciting. He couldn't see 
himself or the way Chad was looking at him but he could feel Chad's worshipping stare all over his body. 


Chad moved away from Josh to remove his clothes. 


He didn't say anything but Josh's ears picked up on the sound of fabric and clothes being removed and falling 
on the carpet or being tossed aside. He noticed how funny it was to realize only now how erotic this sounded. 
He had been in this same situation so many times and had actually never picked up on the sounds it made 
when he undressed or his partner got rid of his own clothes. Now that there was nothing else for him to 
focus on, at least nothing else to touch or look at, it was obvious. Josh almost cursed himself. He was a 
professional musician. Sounds were his elements and it was only now that he was noticing the ones linked to his 


favorite and most intimate activity with Chad.. What else had he missed? 

Josh's thinking was interrupted when Chad was back on the bed behind him. This time he pushed himself right 
against Josh's back while his hands circled his waist before diving between his legs to assess his state of 
arousal. 

Chad wasn't disappointed. 

"You're so turned on already," he whispered against Josh's ear. 


"Touch me. Let me see... | wanna see" 


"Not yet," Chad replied before starting to stroke Josh's hard cock with one hand. 


Josh sighed and leaned into Chad's hand. 

"Please, Chad.. | want to see you. | want to see how it looks... Both of us." 

Chad ignored his request and continued to jerk him off for a while. He paused only briefly to reach for the 
lube bottle that was on the table next to the bed. When he resumed his handjob on Josh, he also started to 
jack himself off while spreading lube on his own hard cock. 

Of course he would allow Josh to watch them fuck but first, he wanted him to take full advantage of the 
situation he was in. As exciting and sexy as it was for Chad to see his lover this way, he knew the main point 
of bondage was to limit the person's movements and make them more aware of their own body and limitations, 
as well as all the other sensations that were coming from having to trust your partner fully and being 
helpless. The blindfold was there to add a further sensory deprivation and heighten the experience. There was 
no point in ruining that part immediately. 

"Can you bend forward?," Chad asked him while he repositioned himself right being him. 

Josh shivered and lowered his upper body in front of him. Chad wiped his hand on the bed sheet and pushed on 
Josh's shoulders, admiring the curve of his back and the intricate knots and rope designs, and the way his hips 
stayed up just at the right level, supported by his tied-up legs. 

"Fuck, this is such a glorious sight.. Your ass looks even better than usual this way." 

Josh turned his head to the left, the right side of his face buried in the satin fabric of the throw that was 
covering the bed. He bit his bottom lip when he felt Chad's hand caress his butt cheeks and a finger grazing 
his hole. 


"Don't tease me, fuck me," Josh whined from behind his overgrown fringe. 


| can tease you all | want," Chad replied playfully. "| could eat your beautiful ass and finger you and bring you 


on the verge and never let you come.. How long do you think you'd resist?” 
"You said we have an hour maximum," Josh let out through gritted teeth. 
"Right... So you want me to edge you for one full hour?" 

Josh shook his head and let out a loud sigh. 

"Nol Just fuck me.. You wanted me like this to fuck me, right?" 

Chad gave Josh's ass a light smack 


| wanted you like this because | thought it'd look great on you, and it does. And because it would make you 


feel things you haven't before." 


Josh wanted to say something but stopped himself. It was only at that moment that he realized that Chad 
hadn't done this only for himself. Josh had been the one bringing the subject up and Josh had said he wanted 
to show Chad he trusted him. And now Chad had put him in this situation and was enjoying it, obviously, but 
he mainly wanted Josh to enjoy it and get something out of it too. 


"Just relax and enjoy." 


Chad moved away and crawled behind his lover. He placed a few kisses on his butt cheeks and then started to 
lap his hole. Josh gasped and bit the comforter to silence his moans. Chad slapped his ass when he noticed. 


"Let me hear you, baby. Don't be shy," Chad panted before diving right back in and tongue fucking him. 


Josh writhed on the bed and let go of the comforter. His moans and sighs were now filling the room, 
encouraging Chad to go on for a bit longer. Eventually, Josh's begging to be fucked and Chad's own arousal 
were too much to resist. The drummer sat up and moved right behind his tied-up lover. There was no more 
need to tease or play. Chad gave in and slowly buried himself in his boyfriend's tight hole. Josh cried out his 


relief and pleasure when Chad eased in, urging him to start moving. 

"Yes! Yes.. Come on.. Fuck me... Fuck me hard and let me see." Josh hissed. 
Chad rocked his hips against Josh's eager ass with a few long strokes. 

"Be patient..." 


True to his words, Chad had removed Josh's blindfold after a while. He had made sure that Josh had been able 
to feel and sense everything without visual distraction for long enough but then the curiosity had taken over 
on Chad's side. Josh had given up begging to see what was going on but Chad wanted to see the expression on 
his lover's face when he would check himself and the both of them in action in the mirror. 


The younger man had been too lost for words at first. The slight shock of seeing his body tied up and under 
Chad's full control as well as the expression on his boyfriend face as he was pounding into him had rendered 
him speechless for a minute or so. Chad enjoyed the look of amazement on Josh's face and let him take it all 
in, in silence. Then Chad's compliments and dirty talk had resumed because he really couldn't stay quiet too 


long. 


A few hours later, Josh was lying on his stomach, his face turned to one side to look at Chad who was by his 
side. The ropes had been cut and he had been freed long ago already but Chad's arousal hadn't gone away 
after Josh was untied. The drummer had been his usual generous self and rocked Josh's world a few more 


times, using his mouth and fingers when his cock needed a rest. 


"You know what | think I'll remember the most from this?," Josh asked. 


Chad looked down at him. He passed a hand in his hair and ruffled them. The thoroughly fucked and exhausted 
looked definitely suited him. 


"The sensation of the ropes pulling and rubbing against my skin, when you made me moved and pushed into me 
and pulled on them. It was scratching and rough. Also, the sounds at the start, when | still had the blindfold. 
remember how your clothes sounded when they fell on the floor. The scissors.. The soft side of the metal 
that you slid under the ropes to start cutting them and removing them. It was cold against my skin and.. The 
cool metal felt soothing but maybe just because | was overly sensitive to your touch because of the rope 
and... It's like everything was more vivid, you know? Like when you take acid and you start to smell or feel the 
texture of colors around you." 

Chad's eyes widened. 

"When did you take acid?" 

Josh laughed. 

‘I've experimented when | was young," he said with a small smile. 

"You're still young!" 

"When | was younger," he said while punctuating his reply with one hand making air quote marks. 

"Wow... Okay. Anything else | don't know about you?" 


"Probably... | just did it a few times. Don't worry." 


Josh scooted closer to Chad and draped an arm around his chest. Chad's fingers traced around his lean biceps, 


alongside the reddish marks that the ropes had left 

"| was told the marks should disappear after a few days," he told him. 
Josh nodded 

"| know.. They don't hurt. Actually, its.. Sexy to still see them" 

"You think so?" 

Josh nodded 


"Yes, it is," Chad confirmed. "You sure you feel okay now?" 


"You made me come five times, Chad. I'm more than okay. I'm high on endorphins for the next day or so, | 
guess." 


"You're welcome." 

Josh laughed and pushed himself up and gave Chad a kiss. 

"Thanks for setting this up. If you hadn't.. | would have never tried this." 

"Thanks for trusting me," Chad said as he pulled Josh closer to him. "The hotel has a nice spa and treatment 
area. If you want a professional massage, in case your muscles are sore from being tied. The lady said it 
happens sometimes, with the stress and the tension" 


Josh shook his head. 


"No, | wanna stay with you. You already took care of washing me in the shower... | just wanna lie here now. 


Maybe we get food later on" 

"Sure, whatever you want" 

"A salad and a milkshake?" 

"And lIl have a burger and fries with the salad" 


Josh stretched and then climbed on Chad's lap. He put his arms around his neck and bumped his forehead 
against his. 


"Chad..." 

The drummer cocked an eyebrow. 

"Again?" 

"Not that.. | just wanted to ask you something. Now we've done this.. 


Chad looked at Josh's dark eyes. If he knew him as well as he thought he did, he knew what he was about to 


ask. 
"Josh, don't ask." 
"How do you know what l'm going to ask?" 


"I just do. So here you go. There is nothing - and no one - | want to compare you to now. But if you absolutely 


need to know, I've never seen anyone looking so hot and I've never felt so damn turned on by anyone." 
Josh smiled bashfully at Chad's comment. 


"Thanks," he said before giving Chad a quick peck on the lips. "And good answer to the question you made sure 
| didn't need to ask." 


